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Corni 


t  Song  byMr.s  Mountain 


That  doe*  he  fays  my  heart  in  double  beating-, 

Now  blithe  from  hill  to  hill  he  bounds  along; 
How  fweet  is  absence  that  can  bring-  fuch  meeting-. 
Beat  beat  beat  beat  my  bosom  to  her  chearful  fong-. 

Fly,  fly,  refreshing  galt'T,  ah  gently  by  me, 
v.  In  pafsing  foftly  whisper  who  is  come; 

•  .  news  him  I  love,  oh.'  ne’er  come  nigh  me, 

Sing  fing  fing  fiing ,  ye  pretty  birds,  his  welcome  home. 


10 


Sung  by  Fawcet. 


My  Goat  he  is  fond  of  flapping  high 
Dance  he  ihall  at  the  Haymarket,  ’ 

MyKid  tings,  fo  top  tipping,  why, 

Not  IVIji,  Mil,  as  they  lark  it . 

Ditches  a  g„„d  Nag  brings  us  over, 

Dogs  through  aUtrou.bies  will  follow  man 
If  long  beards  make  a  Philosopher, 

Then  is  my  Goat  a  wise  Solomon. 

Step  out, best  Leg,  See. 


Ruffles  fhall  over  my  knuckles  dab. 
Blue  filk  waistcoat  I’ll  drefs  in  too; 
Sullivan’s  white  powder'd  wig  i’ll  nab,’ 
And  take  a  Compliment  LefSon  too: 
Step  out,  best  Leg,  and  cry,  come,  bodv, 
"  h<*n  1  Iook  fmart.give  me  joy  for  it- 
Genteels  fhall  find  that  I'm  fomebody* 

Billy  O  Rourke  fo  the  Boy  for  it. 

Step  out,  best  Leg-,&c. 


nm 
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Vo??  are  my  fweet  flow'r,  you  the  Dawn 


bove  me, 


a  _ 


d  ieu 


my  dearest 
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My  Boys  bring  me  Corn  When  their  Daddies  are  reaping 
They  Cypher  so  famously  all  on  their  Slate ; 

I  lock  up  their  Books,  just  to  teach ’em  Book  keeping 
Tho’'  shut  now  his  mouth  Sir,  that  Curs  full  of  Prate, 


In  short, of  iny  Youths  iVn  a  noble  Commander 

Fine  Horses  I  make  out  of  young  ragged  Colts, 
On  Sunday  before  ’em  I  walk  like  a  Gander, 

And  they  all  hop  after  like  young  Turkey  Poults 
TJpn  Sir,  they  can  write  &c 


Sung  by  M1^  Johnstone.  Mr  Hay  me  s  and  MT  Follet. 

D  ON  N  YB  ROOK 


folly,  Grimace,  Af-fec-tation  nor  friendship  nor  truth  high  up  among  green  hills  in  at   titude  jol  -  ly,  We 
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dronesbuz  and  cluster , Why  blast  in  smoak’d  dungeons  our  rosy  cheek’d  youth ,  To  Freedom  and  Nature  dull  Mor-tals  be 


Vt - - - - — - . — - T 

T~t7  V  ^ 

►  1  '< - - 

Sullivan 

A  basket  *of  Turf,  go  bring  in, my  brave  Billy 
I  love  a  good  Fire  Sir,  to  comfort  my  Nose 
A  Bowl  of  Colcannen  Oghone  is  the  Lilly 
And  let  a  big  Turkey  be  roasted ; 


,  Billy 
Ill  bring  you  of  Whiskey  a  plentiful  inether 
And  Sir,  Ill  remember  a  Pitcher  of  Booze 
Then  round  vour  square  Table  w*?ll  sit  down  together  1 
And  all  the  fine  Girls  shall  be  Toasted . 


Trumpet* 


Trumpet* 


for. 


At  rural  feasts  the  Master’s  skill 
Twice  The  Pipe  can  warble  make  at  will 
To  join  the  dulcet  voice 
Blind  Minstrel  set  in  timeful  state 
Thy  Harp  thy  Harp 
Blind  Minstrel  set  in  tuneful  state 
Thy  Harp,  thy  Harp  oh  sweetly  modulate 
Oh  sweetly  modulate 
You  charm  and  we  rejoice . 

The  Post  Boy V  Horn  &c 


’  The  Post  Boys  Horn,  hark  Music  rare 

Rcpcit'd  i"  the  Now  skims  the  Lake,  now  fills  the  Dell; 
tpee  minnef «  Or  sink  or  float  upon  the  Air 
the  i'l  v.r.e  Qr  dying  pant,  or  nobly  swell 

Horn,  Harp,  Pipe,  Trumpet, loud  proclaim 
Fight, Dance, or  Song'  around, 

The  Lover  hears  the  voice  of  Fame 
When  Flutes  melodious  sound  . 


Twice 


> 


Felix  you  &c. 


/7\ 


24> 


End  of  the  first  act. 
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Sung  by  M1?*  Mountain 

Tliis  Air  is  Accompanied  by  JilT  Wcippert  on  the  Pedal  Harp,  in  tin  Key  of  Eb;  but  to  render  it 
use* Ail  to  Ladies  who  perform  on  the  Piano  Forte,  it  is  Published  in  the  following  manner. 


2  7 


And  tbits  the  wild  Hawk  tears  my  Linnet  away; 
Where  now  is  my  Felix?  where,  foon,  fhall  he  he? 
And  what  must  his  thoughts  be,if  thinking  of  me? 

5  •  ...  -  v 

The  dog  he  once  gave  me  I  view  with  a  sign, 

So  faithful  his  master,  as  faithlefs  am  I; 

No  longer  my  gentle  companion  and  friend, 

My  innocent  flock  like  a  Tyger  he'll  rend. 


Sung  by  Mr.s  Clendining 


Sung  by  MT Bowden . 
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Sling  by  Mr.S  Clendining.  underneath  the  stage  without  Accompaniment. 


Where  now  thou  art  is  the  path  to  Hi  av'n  yet,  Sin.ner,  in  the  World  if  thou'dst Longer  f»ay, 
To  thy  own  choice  is  the  Power  giv’n,  With  my  Lit  -  tie  •  fin  _g,  r  I  cou’d  point  the  way  . 


Un  .  der,  the  Font  is  a  Tiny  Trap  door,  Op'ning  to  a  Pafsage  under  the  Flo 


Darkly  winding  to  the  Rugged  Pile,  that  crumble!  down  tin  Mountain  heme 


a  milt-. 
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Stmg  by  Mf  Incledon^MT Bowden  and  Chorus. 
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Finale 


Hence  Care  and  ftrife  .*  nor  damp  our  Joy,  come  friendship  mirth  and  Love  and  ev' iry  fordid  base  alloy  let 


4.) 


fa  la  la  with  a  fa  la  la  with  a  fa  la  la  la  1 


To  London  Town  our  Irish  Wags 
A  fortune-hunting  run; 

But  if  with  heaps  of  shining  bags 
Tht  *r  paltry  Souls  are  won: 

If  Love  cou'd  e'er  unite  with  gain, 

Here  Lads,  come  find  our  golden  vein. 
With  a  fal  lal  la  &c. 


Billy  l've  learnt  the  LetteYs  in  my  Book  , 

By  Post  you've  Letters  fent  ; 

But  till  of  late  you’re  fuch  a  Rook, 

You  knew  not  what  they  meant: 
still?  All  Letters  nonesense  are  to  me, 

But  Letters  call’d  G,O.L,D. 

With  a  fal  lal  la  «fec. 

Cho?  Hence  care  and  ftrife  &c. 
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